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The AL BION PRINOESs. 


A PI NDARIG Ode. 


I. 1. 
5 WAS at the ſolemn feſtival, where Fame 
With beſt remede allays ſad Virtue's ſtound, 
On column high inſhrines her ſacred name, 
With ſculptur'd praiſe and blooming garlands crown'd ; 
Aloft, ſupreme, in godlike ſtate, 
On her imperial throne, Britannia fat ; 
And, with a Parent's conſcious pride, 
Surveyed her dauntleſs race, whoſe valour try'd, 
Could frowning Death defy ; 
Could brave grim Tyrant's ſtormful eye, 
Or madd'ning Faction's frantic mood, 
With Furies' torch, and axes dy'd in blood. 
And now their ſtarry fronts ſublime, 
They lift amid their bold compeers, 
Whilſt on her eagle wings reſponſive Echo bears 


Their proud renown thro' ev'ry diſtant clime. 
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 E, © Be 
Say, Goddeſs dread ! whoſe conqu'ring arm 
Does wield old Ocean's thund'ring ſpear, 
On whoſe fell Xgis wait Alarm, 
Deſpair, and Death, and flying Fear ; 
Say thou, what theme, what high immortal verſe, 
The raptur'd Nine ſhall to the Lyre rehearſe. 


The Goddeſs thus: Your loftieſt notes employ ; 


The Ocean's DAUGHTER claims the ſacred ſong ; 
% And Britain marks with pride and joy, 

Her champion Knight amid the laurel'd throng.” 
Th' harmonious Siſters plac'd on high, 


Crown'd with unfading chaplets meet, 
With flying fingers wake cach bolder ſtring ; 


And whilſt the heav'nly minſtrels ſing, 
Fame lifts her clarion to the vaulted ſky, 
And what th' zthereal herald Dame 
Peals to the pole with loud acclaim, | 
Well pleas'd the liſt'ning ſpheres repeat. 
I. 3. 
They Virtue ſung with radiance mild, 
Of each celeſtial grace, 
Height'ning the charm of Female Pride, 
Where, young- eyed Beauty by her fide, 
And bluſhing Worth, and virgin Spring, 


Sbedding ſweet flow'rets from her purple wing, 


The 
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The Albion PrINcess gayly ſinil'd, 

Nor fancy'd that her charms beguil'd, 

In roving youth's bewilder'd chace, 

The ſovereign of the Cimbrian race. 

Ah hapleſs FAIR! the {ſtorm of Fate 

Lours on thy morning-beam ; 

Thine evil Genius ſends 1n hate, 

To tempt thy youth acroſs the Ocean's ſtream. 
Thy chaſte reſerve, thy coy reluctance vain ; 


The Fatal Siſters wreathe thy crown, entwin'd with grief and pain, 


H. 
And Nors, with youthful paſſion fir'd, 
To gain the peerleſs Ma1D afpir'd : 
At Hymen's ſhrine he bow'd, and ſwore 
The nuptial vow, and proudly bears afar, 
Like princely merchant from Cathaian ſhore, 
His diamond ſpoil. Set in his Cimbrian throne, 
The Albion gem ſo ſparkling ſhone, 
Mid Gothic gloom ſuperior ſeen : 
And as bright Phoſpher's orient beam 
Begilds the foaming Scandian wave, 
Day's harbinger, with trembling gleam, 
So, Albion, ſhone thy Northern Star, 


With native charm, and pow'r to pleaſe ; 
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To till hoarſe Tempeſt 1 in his rocky cave, 


To ſmooth the bluſt'ring Baltic ſeas, 
Imperial DAUGHTER of the Ocean's Queen. 
2. 


Ah ! Deſtiny, revoke thy doom; 

Ye buſy Fates, reverſe the loom 

Myſterious here below : 

How muſt the conſcious boſom bleed, 
When Guilt, oppreſſive, ſinks the head 

Of ſov'reign Worth, laid low. 

Torn from the regiſter of Time, 
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Oblivion! hide th' abhorred crime — 
But, ah! the hope is vain! 
Nor youth, nor innocence reſtrain, 
Nor ſolemn league, nor dignity, 
With ſcepter'd rule; the mercileſs ſiends affail, 
And hurl the pleading victim from on high, 
Much injur'd Dame ! for thee, in Albion's dale, 
The Muſe ſhall mourn, culling each fragrant flow'r 
To ſtrew thy path : but what avail 
Her ſacred tcars to charm thy bitter ſtour ! 

I z. 
Hark! wildly howling for their prey, 


A horrid rout with ſummons drear 


The palace ſtorm; and flying Fear 


Arreſted 
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Arreſted marks their hideous wrath, 

Their eyes of fire, and jaws of death. 

See where the wolves of hell draw nigh ! 
Mad Jealouſy conducts the fray, 

And Envy fierce with baſiliſk eye, 

And Clamour with Cerberean tongue, 

And baleful Harpies hated throng ; 

Theſe fiends the Cimbrian Hydra bate, 
Rouſing the Ocean Dragon ſwoln with pride, 
To haunt the Dame with fangs of parricide, 


And pois'nous floods of unrelenting hate. 


. 
Unequal ſtrife; reſiſtance vain ! 
What ſhall the dogs of hell control, 
What charm their barb'rous rage enchain 
What can fell envy's pow 'r with-ſtand, 
That dar'd aſſail the ſtarry pole, 
Blaſting malignant the angelic band. 
Her ſummer friends, falſe traitors, fled, 
And captive Nors in fetters led; 
The ſavage rout with vengeful fangs deface 
The ſacred ſhrine of her unſullied fame ; 
Tread in the duſt each princely grace, 


Her ſcepter'd right, and regal diadem, 


In 
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In inſolence of rebel pow'r 

Juſtice deride, and Heaven defy, 

While the high-arching dome and trembling ſhore, 

Reſound with howling Murder's horrid cry. 
2. | 

Hark! Ranſa comes; the rebel band, 

With ſhouts of violence, demand 

Their SoY'RE1GN's ſacred blood. 

See! in the front, with haggard eyes, 


| Wild with uſurped ſtate, 
Fierce julian burſts the regal dome; 


Her Furies' torch toſs'd to the ſkies 


Appals with dire annoy, 
Rouſing the treaſons of the night, 
Like Sinon, curs'd with ſtedfaſt hate, 
Amid the maſlacre of Troy : 
Hell in her train, and Murder's brood, 
She hies with brand of parricide, to light 
Pale ſlaughter'd Virtue to the tomb. 

wn 3. 


Lo! there, by ruffian traitors bound, 
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The beautcous victim lies, 
With feſtive wreaths and garlands crown'd, 


Proud Jul:an's ſacrifice. 
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No pitying eye devotes a tear, 
Nor kind relief nor welcome hopes appear; 
Nor 
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Nor can her ſex or high deſcent delay 
The axe of Faction roaring for her prey. 
* I come, rough miniſters of Fate; 
„ True virtue ſhrinks not from the ruthleſs ſteel : 
„ Now, Julian, ſatiate thine ambitious hate; 
Mine innocence thou canſt not kill: 
% But, ah! the bitter, bitter ſmart, 
That drinks my ſoul, and tears my rending heart; 
« My harmleſs infants ! muſt they bleed, 
«© Ah! horrid, murd'rous deed ! 
„See Julian drains their honey'd breath; 
Their quivering limbs forſaking life, 
© Gaſh'd by the guilty Furies knife, 
* Ah! hide convuls'd in death, 
Vengeance juſt Heaven!“ ſhe cry d aloud, 
Then ſwoon'd in agony amid the barb'rous croud. 


LV. 
Fill high the meaſure of your ſhame, 
In bloody pomp prepare 
The fable block, the tort'ring wheel, 
The axe's horrent glare; 
Then maſk'd in Falſchood's varniſh'd guiſe, 
In mock'ry cheat the world with lies: 


Decree, with hearts which only teel 
C Painful 
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Painful remorſe, and never-ending wo, 

The ſacred blood of royalty to flow: 

Deep brand the hateful nation's fame, 

Whilſt all, to conſecrate your crimes, 

The hoary doating judges ſtand 

Perverting Juſtice” ſcale, with corrupt hand; 
Diſgrace of ſenates ! chain'd on the blaſt of oorn, 
Meet recompence, through future times, | 
With public infamy your guilt be borne. 
2. 

Treaſon ! what power arreſts thine arm 

In palſied ſtupor bound! 

What magic charms thy hand difarm ! 

High rais'd to give the wound. 

Or does the thunder of the ſky 

Confound the guilty head ? 

Or does the voice of Conſcience cry, 

All hell is in the deed ? 

Soon theſe ſhall pour vindictive ſtorm 


Of fire, and wrath, and plagues deform : 
Meanwhile, in earneſt of the fare 


That hangs indignant o'er the rebel ſtate, 
Albion, to whom the godlike pow'r is given, 


3 To wield tremenduous the ſcourge of Heav'n, 


Sends 


TE 


Sends forth her Knight, ſo wiſe and true, 


Thee, KE1TH ! whoſe dauntleſs preſence ſinks the bold, 


And martial menace, like her chiefs of old, 

Shot through each heart diſmays the hideous crew. 
FE, 2; 

Lo! where his lion-port he rears, 

Dreadful with awe-commanding frown, 

And blaſts the proud with freezing fears, 

His looks to Gorgon terror grown : 

Like inſpiration on his kindling ſoul, 

The ifland-genius comes, and clothes his brow 

| With bold demeanor to controul, 

And fires with loyal zeal, and gives his eyes to glow. 

See, in his mighty hand he graſps, to bear 

Terrific thunders of Britannia's ſpear : 

Vengeful, aloft, the chief diſplays 

Her brandiſh'd lightnings forky blaze; 

Mid ſplendors fierce her ſevenfold ſhield, 

Xgis of Jove, whoſe flaming ray 


Darts heav'n-bred horrors o'er the blood-ſtain'd field ; 


Deſpair, and haſty rout, and flying wild diſmay. 


Vo; 
Hold, Faction! hold; the impious deed 
Shall ſeal 3895 direful bane; 
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The nation's blood, the ocean's tide, 

** Would fail to waſh the ſtain. 

« Attend the charge : In Albion's dreadful name 
Cancel the bloody doom, refign thy wrath ! 

** The great Abus Tus vindicates her fame, 
“And comes, anon, with maſſacre and death. 

„ Behold his raging navy, borne 

** With banner'd terror, ſhakes the northern wave: 
** Ah, Scandia ! on that fatal morn 

When Albion's voice in thund'ring tempeſt roars, 
* And fire and vengeance whelm your ſhores, 


„What arm ſhall judgement brave? 


„Where ſhall abhorred Treaſon flee 


* For refuge from the ſtorm ? 

Where hopeful bend the ſuppliant knee, 

* Which crimes and blood deform ? 

„Hear! and relent, ere late Repentance riſe 

© To wail her blaſted ſhores, to lave 

« Her daring guilt with ever-ſtreaming eyes.” 
. 

Like trembling coward Ranſa ſhook; 

Proud julian ſtood aghaſt: 

Bold Faction, ſhrunk in troubl'd look, 


Adown her axes caſt: 


Rebellion 


( 99 
Rebellion flies, and, charm'd to ſleep, 
The ſtorm of outrage reſts like the relenting deep. 
He rais'd the PRINCESS from the ground, 
From death redeem'd ; diſpels her fears, 
And from their ſavage chains unbound, 
Her mind with ſoothing comfort chears. 
Anon, ſwift o'er the foaming tide 
Britannia's tow'ring veſſels hie, 
The Dame receive with regal pride, | 
With ſhouts, and cannons thund'ring cry. 
Beneath a BRoTHER's ſhield ſhe finds repoſe; 
Old Ocean ſmooths his angry waves, | 
To greet his DAUGHTER bright ; 
Fair Thetis, girt with her cerulean train 
Of ſiſter-nymphs, in em'rald vails bedight, 
Safe in her ſhelt'ring arms the DAME receives, 
'Scap'd from the fury of her Gothic foes, 
And wafts in triumph proud acroſs the wond'ring main, 
| V. 
Sweet Peace attend thee, Royal Falk, 
Secur'd from Envy's frown ; 
Britain the column ſhall prepare, 


Grac'd high with bright renown, 
| 3 Thy 


2 -” Thy baleful ſtound, the thorns of grief 
3 | Keen preſſing on thy breaſt, | 
Time ſhall allay with fond relief, 
Her wings ſoft ſhedding grateful reſt. 
. Like Venus crown'd, with ſov'reign mien, 
And Siren voice, charming rude winds that blow, 
With ſmiles of amity, the ALBTION QUEEN 
Shall kindly ſooth a SIS T ER's wo. 
A BROTHER's arm ſhall vindicate thy right, 
Should mad'ning Faction muſter to deface 
The ſacred honours of thy ſov'reign race; 
AuGus TvUs ſhall ariſe in dreadful might, 
His thund'ring Navy ſhake the ſtrand; 
His warlike PEERs, ſo juſt and brave, 
| With fire and ſlaughter waſte the land, 
| =” And cruſh the traitors, whelm'd in the devouring wave. 
| WV. --4 | 


| And THov RENOWN'D ! whoſe fearleſs ſoul 

[ Mid civil ſtorm and outrage brav'd 

4 The Cimbrian race, with bold controul, 

ö Enchain'd the Hydra, and the PIN css ſav'd, 


Accept this verſe the hallowed quire beſtows, 
A feſtive wreath to bind thy warlike brows. 
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A grateful PRINCE, a grateful land, 
Thy Civic crown with ſplendors meet prepare; 
The QUEEN of Ocean haſtes, with buſy hand, 
To decorate thy ſparkling diadem. 
Nor ſhall invidious harpies tear, 
Nor jealous pride, thy flow'ring fame. 
Unweary'd Fame ſhall waft thine endleſs praiſe, 
With trumpet-voice, to the remoteſt days; 
Heroes unborn ariſe, and learn to glow 


With THINE unconquer'd FLAME, to quell Britannia's foe. 


Thus ſung the Nine: with blooming garlands crown'd, 
The Gopptss ſees her pillar'd trophies riſe, 

Charg'd with her DavucHTER's fame, while to the ſkies * 
The winged herald peals the loud triumphant ſound. 
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